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Author's Notes: 

Happy Valentine\'s Day! | apologise in advance for this one, and | promise that | won\'t ever write fic at 3am 
without proof-reading it at least five times.. Anyway, | hope you enjoy this one! 

Now ‘his is the way to wake up. 

To chewing. On my neck. Lovely, light little nibbles just tickling the skin. | feel warmth slowly trickling through 
my veins, touching every corner of my body as the sensation continues. There's wetness on my neck, a tongue 
flickering out to lap at my skin for a moment before the tickling of teeth begins again 


"Sweetheart." 


Ville's voice is as smooth as velvet, with a huskiness indicating his ‘morning voice’, still sleep-muffled. He speaks 


again, repeating the word as he slithers up my body to place a kiss at the corner of my mouth. 


| yawn, stretching and feeling the muscles of my back flexing. I'm in no hurry to wake up- after all, | know 


that we have all day. | still haven't opened my eyes, knowing that I'll only want to close them again when l'm 


confronted by the morning light. 
"Lily." 


A whine has crept into Ville's voice and | sigh, resigned. Rather reluctantly, | open one eye to see him peering 


down at me, green eyes wide and endearing as he grins. 

"Happy Valentine's Day." 

| smile, opening both my eyes fully and reaching up to pull Ville towards me again. | gently place a kiss on his 
lips, feeling his tongue push past my lips insistently in an attempt to deepen the kiss. | can't help but chuckle- 
so demanding.. 


"Happy Valentine's Day, Ville." 


"-| got you something that | think you'll like." Ville purrs, a perfectly wicked and all-too-familiar glint appearing 


in his emerald eyes. 

‘Oh, really?" | chuckle, looking up at him expectantly. 

Ville nods, moving away from me until he's sitting at my feet and | can stare at him in full-view. He just kneels 
in front of me, waiting for me to say something as | sit, gawping in disbelief as | soak in the sight of him. l'm 
pretty sure that my eyes are bugging out at this point, but | can't help but apppreciate the view.. 

"Well, do you like it? | even wrapped it myself," Ville chuckles lowly, his eyes dancing with mirth. 

"Oh- uh..you did, did you?" | manage to stammer out, still unable to tear my eyes away from him. 

"Uh-huh. Aren't you proud of me?" 

Slowly, | manage to peel my gaze up his body until I'm staring straight into those eyes of his, trying to think 


of the most appropriate thing to say. I'm finding it immensely difficult to think of anything coherent to say, let 


alone anything appropriate or witty, and so | just settle for whatever words come into my mind. 
" Yeah?" 
So l'm not exactly show-casing my eloquence here, but it's really, really hard -No pun intended, of course. 


"Why, sweetheart, | do believe you're quieter than usual.. Don't you like your present?" Ville asks, his eyes 
widening as he mock-pouts. 


"l uh, | love it.. Really, | do.." | gulp, trying to keep my gaze focused on Ville's face. 


| hoped that you would.. So, aren't you going to unwrap it now?" 


| think my heart skipped about fifteen beats at that. Slowly, | sit upright in the bed, reaching forward and 
delicately gripping the end of the long red velvet ribbon that Ville has tied around his erection. Ville just waits 
patiently, his eyes fixed on my face as | finally let my gaze drop to his lap again | never knew that something 
like this would turn me on this much. It's..kinda kinky. -| never knew | was into kinky. Allowing myself to lick my 
lips as | survey my ‘present, | slowly tug on the bow, watching as the ribbon unravels and falls from Ville's 


erection. Suddenly, Ville's hands wrap around mine, sliding the ribbon from my grasp. 


"We're not done with this yet, love- | have plans for this," he smiles before his intense gaze meets mine. "Do 
you trust me, Linde?" 


There's something in that seemingly innocent question that terrifies the hell out of me. | know that Ville would 
never make me do anything that | didn't want to, but the look in his eyes has turned almost predatory as 


those emerald green orbs roam over me. 


"-| trust you, Ville.. OF course | trust you," | find myself murmuring, lightly biting on my bottom lip in a sign 


of nervousness. 


Ville doesn't reply verbally, only scooting back towards me until he's hovering above me. He leans down to place 
a quick kiss on my lips before he pulls away again, dropping the red ribbon in a litle pile on the night-stand 


before he comes back to me, just kissing me. 


‘| love you Linde," he whispers, pulling back just enough so that he can talk, our breath mingling in the small 
space between us. 


"| love you too." 


Ville smiles, leaning forward just enough to brush his lips against mine before he pulled away, reaching for the 


red ribbon once again. 
"Now, just trust me." 


| can only nod as | lie flat on my back amongst the pillows, looking up at Ville as he lifts my hands above my 
head. He leans over and places a kiss on each of my wrists before he winds the ribbon around them both, 
tying me securely to the headboard. Oh god.thank god | trust him. There isn't anyone else in the world that I'd 
let put me in a vulnerable position like this, and he knows it. | can feel my heart beginning to pound as Ville 
moves away, presumably to get a condom and the lube. | hate this distance between us. | need to feel him 
beside me, over me, in me. | need to know that he is here. 


"Ville, come back." | whisper pleadingly, trying to twist around until | can see him, but | can't. | can hear the 
sound of drawers opening and closing, and after what feels like too long, | feel the bed shift under his weight 


as Ville crawls back towards me. 


He doesn't say anything, just pops the cap of the tube of lubricant and pours some out onto his palm. | watch 
in silence as he lubes up his digits before he hovers over me, leaning down to capture my lips in a kiss as he 
gently slides a single, slim finger inside of me. | love this feeling of being stretched and prepared, especially 
since it's Ville who is the one here with me. This situation feels so familiar, and | can't even begin to count the 


times that we've found ourselves in this position Well, minus the ribbons, of course. 


l'm impatient, feeling myself growing even harder than | thought possible as Ville takes his sweet time, pumping 
his slicked fingers in and out of me, slowly stretching me and setting off sparks within me every time he 
brushes against my prostate. Its far too much, and | want to cry with frustration at the achingly slow pace 


that we're chained to. | know | can't take it for much longer and | finally have to protest. 
Ville... | need you inside me, now." 
| thought you'd never ask, love." 


It seems to all happen too quickly. Then again, it never goes on long enough for my liking. After all, how can it 
when | want it to go on forever? | could live with that feeling of Ville buried inside me to the hilt, becoming a 


part of me in more ways than one. 


His eyes are closed now as he pushes forward, brow furrowed with pleasured concentration. And then, he's in, 
all the way in. He's folded me in half, my knees touching my shoulders, as he presses against me so that our 
bodies fuse together in a tangle of limbs. He squeezes out a whimper of pleasure from me everytime he 
moves, brushing against that sweet spot inside of me and lifting my legs even higher to try and get that extra 
bit of access. Of course, the sex is amazing as always, but today there's something different that makes it all 
the more intense in my mind. 


The velvet of the ribbons tied around my wrists rub as | clutch at the headboard, desperately needing to feel 
anchored to earth. My head is swimming and my vision is blurred, but these ribbons are holding me down 
They're keeping me here on earth when Ville's movements keep threatening to send me flying into euphoric 
bliss, never to return again. | tug on them again, groaning loudly when Ville arches up into me, hitting me right 
where it matters the most. There's a throbbing in my head that | can almost hear, and | so desperately want 
to reach down and help myself towards orgasm, but I'm held back, restrained by the velvet ribbons. 


"Ville. need to cum.please.." 


| don't even try to hold back the pleading tone in my voice as | lock my eyes on his. There's that look in his 
eyes again, that look that warns me of his wicked intentions, but he continues to rock against me, angling his 
thrusts and making sure that he hits my prostate with every movement. | need to touch myself, and | can 
only beg Ville to do it for me. As | beg and whimper beneath him, Ville merely shakes his head and smirks, his 


lips curling sexily as he gazes at me. 


| can feel tears pricking the corner of my eyes as frustration and pure need throb through my being. | can 
feel the heat of Ville's body radiating onto me, my cock trapped between us in the heat. It's practically calling 


out for some physical attention, but I'm in no position to meet its demands and Ville has just refused. 


"Please Ville.. Touch me, Ville.. | need you to touch me.." | beg again, clenching my eyes tightly shut in an 
attempt to chase away the tears. 


-| cry out, surprised by the feeling of Ville's fingers ghosting down my chest and to my belly. | can feel them, 
just resting on the dip of my lower belly, fingering the edge of my pubic hair but not touching me. God, he's 
so close, | can almost feel those slender fingers wrapping around my cock, pulling on the swollen member in 


just the right way.. 


| didn't realise just how close | was. It seems that all | need is the mere feel of Ville's fingers on my skin, and 
l'm plummeting over the edge of bliss, screaming out Ville's name in a shameless cry. -| don't think I've ever 
screamed like this before, and | know I've never begged so much. It's just not in my nature to let myself go 
that much, not even during sex. Ville, on the other hand, is moaning unashamedly, his eyelids fluttering and his 
body shaking as his thrusts speed up. I'm just beginning to catch my breath when Ville plunges into me, 


suddenly frozen as he lets out a wail that could shatter glass, cumming hard. 


Ville is trembling, letting himself go as he collapses on top of me in a boneless, sweaty mess. He's crushing me 
and I'm finding it hard to breathe, but having Ville's hot, spent, sweat-slicked body piled on top of mine seems 
to be the most romantic thing that could happen right now. And so | lie still, feeling the sweat on our bodies 
beginning to cool and dry, melding us together. Ville mutters something under his breath, moving his head just 
enough so that he can kiss the side of my neck. 


"You're fucking amazing," he gasps, chest heaving as he too struggles to find his breath. 


| just sigh, feeling utterly sated, and sore, and contented. My arms are beginning to ache above my head, but | 
don't think | want Ville to untie me just yet. There's just an incredibly sexy feeling about lying here, still tied to 
the bed. Especially with Ville lying between my legs, still buried deep within me. 


The room is quiet now, the air heavy with sex. | know that Ville has fallen asleep without withdrawing from me, 
and | smile, savouring the feeling of him still being a part of me. | love falling asleep with Ville in me, joined. And 
so I'm quiet, careful not to wake Ville as | lie still and gaze at the ceiling and the shadows playing across the 
whitewash. The ache in my wrists has subsided to a sort of numbness, though not completely numb so that | 
can't feel the tug of velvet against my skin 


This is the way that mornings should be. | can feel my eyelids growing heavy as exhaustion spreads her 
fingers over my body, filtering into my every muscle as | lie here beneath Ville. My muscles have begun to 
relax, a state of contentment beginning to wash over me as | finally give in and let my eyes close against the 
light of the morning sun filtering in through the window. There's an orange glow behind my eyelids, but that 
doesn't stop me from drifting off and joining Ville in sleep. 


In my sleep-ridden mind, Ville is still buried within me. He'll never leave. Mornings last forever, and the sun is 


soft, it's rays gentle and dim, unobtrusive. Ville nibbles at my neck. And every day, we wake up to red ribbons. 


